
LS/ NOW "THAT 
■> FROM 7H«T CU 
MANDARIN'S CHEST, I SHALLj 
REVENGE MVSELF ON ALL 
MORTALS... AND YOU 
SHALL BE FIRST/ 



**SV 
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There's no such animal, 

i^__ ^ he cried! 

<5> 




MY FRIEND and I were 
picking the ponies one 
day when I started telling 
him about a sure thing 
I heard about. 
You say it pays four bucks 
for every three?" he asked. 
'Yep," I replied. 

'And can't lose? It automatically wins? 
Must be illegal!" 

'Not a bit," I replied. "In fact, the govern- 
very much approves . . ." 
"Our government approves of a horse who 

"Who said anything about a horse?" I asked. 

"So what else could it be but a horae. ..?" 

"It not only could be — but is — U. S. Savings 
Bonds," was my prompt reply .-''The surest 
thing running on any track today. 

"For every three dollars you invest in U.S. 
Savings Bonds you get four dollars back 
after only ten years. And if you're a mem- 
ber of the Payroll Savings Plan — which 
you buy bonds automatically from 
your paycheck — that ''can amount to an 
awful lot of money when you're not looking. 
Hey, what are you doing?" 
Tearing up my racing form! The horse I'm bet- 
ting on from now on is U. S. Savings Bonds." 



Automatic saving is sure saving -U.S. Savings Bonds 



Contributed by this magazine 
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NOTICE THE WEIRD, ALMOST HUMAN'- 
SHAPED OUTLINE OF EXECUTION THEE, 
I DECREED TO PLAT A STRANGE 

PART IN THE FATE OF KURT COLEMAN... 



r WE'VE SCOURED THE "^^ GOOD, YOU FOOLS/ 
TOWN AND HAVEN'T FOUND ^THAT WILL GIVE , 
HIM / HE MUST BE HIDING OUT I ME A CHANCE ^ 
IN THE NEARBY HILLS / LET's/ TO RETURN HOME 
HEAD THAT WAY / I "WgF FOR MY ARTIST'S 




AND SO, KURT COLEMAN 
RETURNED HOME, PACKED 
. Am PREPARED . ' ! ! 
^"*^&VT#4- TOWN BUT TNCN, 
\^ / mt/\ A ^ M ^ STARED AT 

mjhyNE SAUNT, HUMAN- 
- ,^M&A$HAFED TREE, THE 
fi\ ^ \ NAND OF FAtE 
f/l Si^ \began to play 

^ 'ITS DEVIOUS ROLE... 




YEARS AGO, A MURDERER HIDING 
IN THE HOLLOWED-OUT TRUNK 

OF THE TREE WAS STRUCK DEAD 
BY LIGHTNING , AND SINCE THEN 
WHENEVER ANYONE TRIED TO 
CHOP DOWN THE TREE, THEY'VE 
BEEN ACCIDENTALLY HURT OR 
KILLED/ THE STUPII 
ERS BELIEVE THE TREE TO 

. BE CURSE 



LEAVE THEM SOMETHING 
TOUEALLY FEAR AND SHRINK 
FROM / A MONUMENT OF EVIL FOR 
THEM TO REMEMBER ME BY / 
THE TREE IS ALREADY ROUGHL1 
SHAPED IN HUMAN FORM/ I 
MAKE IT MORE SO/^~ 





WAIT/ I'LL NOT HURT YOU, KURT 
COLEMAN, MY CREATOR/ FEAR NOT/ 
I WANT TO THANK YOU FOR SHAPING 
ME, FOR YOUR ARTISTIC G«NIUS 

WHICH GAVE ME LIFE / 
■^^"* — "■■■'■'l,y 



I WONT HARM YOU, KURT/ WE 
ARE KINDRED SOULS/ WE HAVE 
BOTH LONG BEEN THE OBJECT OF 
HATE AND LOATHING AND SUSPCION 
BY THE FOOLISH PEOPLE OFj| 
THIS VILLAGE/ 



COME WITH ME/ BE NOT 

AFRAID / I'LL AVENGE US BOTH 

FOR THE THINGS THE PEOPLE 

HAVE THOUGHT AND SAID ABOUT 

US/ I'LL DESTROY THEM ALL 



-~1 

)TH j 

E f 

TO q 






But it was not fated that hurt coleman shou.d 
be caught and returned to the village to .face 
human judgment. other plans had been made for 
mm. as sheriff martin holland entered ?n£ 

DOOR OF THE HOTEL, KURT EX ir- 



A Hand of 



FOR sevefiA generations, one ofthe most famous oftrapsie 

ARTISTS WAS THE RIZ10NI FAMILY. THEIR POPULARITY EXISTE9 
WHEREVER THE CIRCUS IN WHICH THEY PERFORMED MADE' 
ITS APPEARANCE. ONE EVENING IN 1937 , ANGELO RIZZONI 
AND HIS SISTER FLORA, LAST OF THEIR FAMILY LINE , WERE 
DOING THEIR HA2AR00US ACT IN BOSTON, HIGH ABOVE 
THE ADMIRING CROWD, WITH NO NET BENEATH THEM, 
MAKING THEIR PERFORMANCE DOUBLY SPINE- CHILLING... 




EXPLAIN 
THIS BIZARRE INCI- 
DENTS DID FLORAS 
SP/RIT RETURN TO 
THE CIRCUS ARENA 
TO BRING HER 
BROTHER AFTER • 
HER, INTO THE 
VALLEY OF THE 
DEAO IN THE 
&EYQN01 WHAT 
DO 1QU THINK., 
READERS? 



A3 SUDDENL Y A3 If HAH APPEARED, FATE 

Wf I WOULD HAVE SWORN IT WAS 



SHAM, A CHEAP TRICK. . 8UT NOW " 
I DON'T KNOW / BAH, WHAT IS THE 
DIFFERENCE f I BELIEVE IN CARVING 
OUT MY OWN DESTINY / j 




Backstage, as praise was 

SHOWERED ON JJVftKE. 

SYDNEY, YOU WERE MAGNIFICENT/ 

THERE NEVER WAS A HAMLET 

LIKE TOURS IN 

NEW YORK r^^B AND THERE WON'T 



JentTM 



BURKE LIVES IN THE SUBURBS AND 
DRIVES TO THE THEATRE EVERY 
NIGHT. . . I MUST MAKE IT LOOK UKE 
AN ACCIDENT AND AVOID SUSPICION / 



BURKE'S TRIP TO THE THEATRE 
TONIGHT WILL END IN DEATH/ 
HE'S A FAST DRIVER AND ONE 
SHARP CURVE SHOULD MAKE 
THIS CAR HIS HEARSE/ ■ 




^PATIENT, FOR WHAT? SHALL I WAIT UNTIL 
THE WORMS GNAW ME? HO/ THE TIME TO REAP 
FAME IS NOW, AND NOTHING WILL STOP ME / SAVE 
YOUR CHEAP PHILOSOPHY FOR LITTLE ME 
NOW GET.OUT— LEAVE ME / 




f YES, YES, HUGO CA 


M )#YOU SHALL SEE * 
WHAMLET TONIGHT AS 


PLAY THE PHINCE f 


COME, LET US HURRY, 


WlJ HASJtEVER BEEN 


CURTAIN TIME IS ONLY 


/ PLAYED BEFORE / 


AN HOUR AWAY / j 


j THE DEATHS OF MY 




COLLEAGUES HAVE 




MOVED ME WITH GREAT 




TRAGIC FEELING/ 




T WAS IN THE YEAR I91€ THAT THIS STRANGE INCIDENT 
OCCURRED. ROBERT SISTARE, AN AMERICAN AUTHORITY ON 
CHINESE HISTORY AND CULTURE, WAS TOURING CHINA. IN 
SHANGHAI, ONE DAI. HE CAME UPON A VERY OLD PASODA 
THAT SERVED AS A TEMPLE FOR THE WORSHIPPERS 
OF BUOQHA. NO ONE WAS IN EVIDENCE AS 
HE ENTERED THE SHRINE-- 




OVER A HUNDRED WEARS AGO, T WAS 
IMPR.ISONEO IN THIS ROOM FOR 
DEFILING TME POWERS OF BUDDHA,' 
IT WAS SAID I A^UST CONTEMPLATE 
AM EVIL LIFE. UNTIL THE AIR OF FREE ' 
MORTALS SHOULD BRING ME FIN" 
1 RELEASE... fN DEATH' 




ANO BEFORE SISTAR&S HQRRIFtCO <3A7E, 
THE OtD MAN WfTWCTS) AWAt INTO A 
CADAVEROUS FrGt/RE. MORE THAN A 
HL/NDREO ANO FIFTfVEARS OLD ! 

HE'S OEAO' INCREDIBLE/ WHO WOULD J 
EVER BEUEVE SUCH A FANTASHC 
STORV IF ITOLOTHEM1 ~ 




WHO, INDEED' 
ANO VET, ROBERT 
SISTARE TOOK 
AN OATH THAT 
THIS WEIRD 
INCIDENT AC7U- 
ALL"/ HAPPENED 
TO HIM! JUST 
ANOTHER 
STRANGE 
OCCURRENCE 

NOW 

RECORDED 

IN THE 

ANNALS 

OF THE 

WORLD'S 

INEXPLICABLE 

M1S7ERIES/ 




I THERE IS A LEGEND WHICH TEL^S US; 
ALMOST 400 YEARS ABO, THE NOBLE 
CHINESE MANDARIN KUO, CRAFTY AND " 
GREEDY, BETRAYED THE WOMAN WHO 
LOVED HIM BY STEALING HER FORTUNE. 
-TO AVOID THE AVENGING FURY OF THIS 
WOMAN'S ROYAL HOUSE, THE WILY 
MANDARIN FASHIONED THE MOST RE- 
MARKABLE CHEST EVER MADE. AND INTO 
THIS CHEST HE TRICKED HIS NEMESIS, 
THE GENIE GUARDIAN OF THE GIRL 'S 
HOUSEHOLD, SNAPPED SHUT THE LID 
AND SEALED IT FOREVER WITH A GREAT 
GOLDEN LOCK. BUT FOREVER IS A LONG 
TIME IN THE BOOK OF FATE... 



AND AFTER 4O0 YEARS, THE SCRIPT OF 
FATE DECREED THAT THE GENIE'S CHEST 
SHOULD PASS FROM THE KUO S WTO THE 
HANDS OF AUGUST RXX.EY, OWNER OF A 
CURIO SHOP... f~Z " 





Thus it was that niolsy began to mow 

in strange events, slowly at rmsr... 





DISBELIEVING IN THE OEN/E, 
R&LEY CHOSE THIS INSTANT 
TO MAKE A DANGEROUS ENTRY 
IN HISDfARY 




Hot long before this moment, I 

MDLEY AND ANNABELLE DEXTER 
HAD BECOME ENGAGED. ANNABEUB] 
WAS MADLY IN L A VE WITH RID 
LEY, AND RIDLEY WAS, OF COURS£ l 
MADLY IN LOVE WITH ANNA 
BELLE'S FORTUNE... J 



DARLING, I'M SO \ 
SORRY WE QUAR- 
RELLED THE OTHEI 
DAY OVER I 

STUPID FORTUNE fj 



UNFORTUNATELY, IF YOU \ 
RETAIN TITLE TO YOUR ] 
FORTUNE, I'D ALWAYS . 
FEEL LIKE THE POOR * 
HUSBAND OF THE RIC 
MRS. RIDLEY. NEVERTHE- , 
LESS, I'M WILLING 




HOW WELL THE GEHE KNEW THAT /tIDLEY 
WOULD NOT HAVE ENOUGH CASH TO MY OFF 

HALL.-.UtUMSS, OF COURS E, AMMABELLE 

HELPED / 





THE ONLY VOICE 1 OBEY 


s /until fa 


re DECREED 1 


MY OWN/ I'M FREE/ MY 
DESTINY DEPENDS ON ^ 


viF" 


T YOL 


MEET A GENIE/ 












PH 




£/If& 


«m 












wk 










kasm 1 


rJraJSEMll 






\M J 




Violent, half crazed by the sudden 
realization that he indeed mad 
bought the genie of kuo, ridley 
slashed at his nemesis, until me 
dropped from ex haustion. am? 

THEN. 




Swiftly now, the furious 
scheme of the genie moved 
forward wl th inexorable logic. 
outside the curio shop. 



^OHCE MORE HE'S TRYING TO ' 
D0UBLE-CRO5S ME/ BUT NO 
FOOLS JEREMY H 
5EC0ND T 




YES, JEREMY HALL CONCLUDED THAT 
RIDLEY WAS MOVING ALL HIS PORT- 
ABLE ASSETS TO A HIDEAWAY f 



' ILL TAIL THE TRUCK/ t 
TONIGHT ; CRACK THE STRONG 
BOX WPH A LITTLE NITRO 
AND GET EVERYTHING/ 




MIRACULOUSLY, RIDLEY WAS NOT INJURED IN 
THE EXPLOSION THAT KILLED HALL / AND BEFORE 
THE DUST FROM THE EXPLOSION NAD SETTLED, 
RIDLEY HAO DISCOVERED WHY IT WAS ANNAGELLE 
WOULD NOT SEE HIM UNTIL LATE THAT EVENING / 




BELLE DEAD / WHERE 
IS YOUR PUNISHMENT 
NOW? WHERE IS YOUR 
POWER? HA- HA -HA/ 




ONE THINS ALONE f AND UPON 
THAT DEPENDED THE DIFFER - 
ENCE BETWEEN TRIUMPH AND 
DISASTER FOR RIDLEY/ 





ONE MINUTE, HEIR TO MORE' 
THAN ONE AND A HALF MILLION 
DOLLARS/ AND THE NEXT MINUTE, 
RIDLEY FOUND THAT HIS HERI- 
TAGE HAD CHANGED TO AN 
INEVITABLE HANGMAN'S NOOSE/ 



I DID HOT KILL HER / IT WASj 
A TRICK OF THE GENIE f 
THE GENIE OF KUO/ 




''TELL THEM, GENIE / 1 
TELL THEM IT WAS ALL J 
YOUR TRICK / TELL 1 
THEM I AM INNOCENT lM 


'IT IS FATE THAT ONLY ■ 
A VERY FEW PEOFLE ^ 
ALIVE CAN KNOW AND 
BELIEVE IN GENII , AUGUST 
P^RIDLEY/ FAREWELL /J 


W\j?w9$ 


VjLn\JTj 




^xTVvOi 


E^o'S y^ 


Ekisrfo^fwCSjto^ 


^k. is 


w 


\1IWk^M//m 


xrzLs 


iWiwh/ fh 


m 







AND WITH THIS, THE GENIE WAS SEEN NO 
MORE/ AND AUGUST RIDLEY, THE MAN WHO 
SCOFFED AT ANTIQUE SP/Rirs.WAS FINALLY 
FREED FROM THE AVENGING FURY WHO 
DIRECTED HIS LIFE REMORSELESSLY, STEP BY STEP 
FROM THE TIME RIDLEY OPENED THE CHEST 
UNTIL THE VERY LAST AND AWFUL INSTANT 
ON THE SCAFFOLD WHEN THE HANGMAN'S 
NOOSE JERKED TIGHT AROUND HIS T 




HEIRESS OF THE RUE DE SANGRE 



That night while ill of Paris was celebrating tlie 
French version of our own Fourth of July, a man 
balanced precariously on a hit of roof that led to a 
lighted, open window on the top floor of Number 
17 Rue dc Sangre. Half way to the window open- 
ing, the man decided that he could not make it. 
"Marlene,*' he called. "Marlene, help me! I shall 
fall . . . The man's voice rose in terror. He tried 
to turn around, just as a pretty young woman ap- 
peared at the window, he fell. 

"Andre," the young woman cried. But Andre had 
hit the ground five stories below by the time his 
name was spoken.. , 

More- than a month before this night, Marlene 
Nemour'had left her home in the most fashionable 
part of Paris and had taken an artist's attic studio. 
"I shall paint," she announced. "1 refuse to spend 
my life uselessly like the rest of the Nemours." To 
which her uncle and guardian had replied chat [he 
Rue de Sangre was no place for a Frenchwoman of 
nobility. It was a workman's street. "Also," Marlene 
sharply reminded her uncle, "it is a street made famous 
by the blood of beheaded French noblemen who never 
learned the meaning of work until after Ihe Revolu- 
tion." Andre, Marlene s brother was loud in his pro- 
tests. She was betraying the family honor and hewould 
never rest until he had plucked her out of her shame- 
ful garret and brought her home again. But for more 
than a month, Marlene had held out against both 
brother and uncle. To them, her door was always 
locked and her ear deaf. And so it had happened . 
that Andre had had the drunken inspiration to come 
to his sister by way of the rooftop, to plead once 
again for her return home. 

Thus, as a result of foolish Andre's stunt, for the 
fast time in over 150 years, the blood of a French 
noble was this instant flowing down the gutter of 
the Rue de Sangre and into the sewer opening where 
it had spilled in torrents during the Revolutionary 
Reign of Terror. If it had not been for an awning 
over the sidewalk below, Andre would most cer- 
tainly have been killed instead of lying now cut and 
unconscious. And yet, as events soon turned out, it 
might have been far better if Andre bad bled less 
and died more quickly. 

The next day, after paying her brother a visit in 
the hospital, Marlene saw a strange and fascinating 
sight in the street before her houses — the figure of a 
huge man with a wooden leg and » hook in place of 
a hand which had been cut off. The man's clothes 
were ragged and dirty, exactly as if he had gone to 
bed 150 years ago without taking them off. When 
he raised his hat, the most astonishing thine of all 
was his face; it exactly duplicated pictures or M. de 
Sangre, the gory executioner who had given the street 
its name. ~ 

"Hello," hailed Marlene u the great hulk of a 



man moved off down the Street. But the man did 
not seem to- hear. "Wait! Please, monsieur, I want 
to sketch you. For money." But even this last did 
not stop the man. He lowered himself into a sewer 
opening from which the grate had been removed 
and disappeared from sight! 

"1 must get him to pose for me," said Marlene 
to herself. "He has the most wonderful face I've 
seen in all Paris. Cruel and stiff . . . yes, that's it! 
Cruel and stiff like a devil revived from the dead." 
With this, Marlene, too, entered the sewer opening, 
climbed down an iron ladder and descended into 
damp darkness to the bottom. 

Seeing a light in the distance, Marlene started 
toward it. At a turn in the sewer not more than a 
hundred yards distant, she stopped abruptly. "1 
heard you, mademoiselle. Bui I do not wish to pose 
for an artist." The man she was looking for stood 
not more than an arrrV's length away. "1 do not wish 
to be bothered. 1 am looking for some people I have 
never seen and the time I have is all too short." 

"But 1 can help," cried Marlene impulsively. "If 
you will only pose for one drawing, 1 shall help you 
find these people. 1 am Marlene Ncmour and 1 have 
friends who can help . . ." Marlene did not finish 
what she was going to say; she saw the strange ex- 
pression that came over the man before her. 

"Your name is Nemour?" he asked. 

"Ye-es," she said, 

"Are there many Nemours living now in Paris, 
Nemours who no longer are afraid of the guillotine 
and the anger of the citizens of Paris?" 

"Three," Marlene's mouth was dry. Her voice was 
a whisper. She backed slowly away from the man 
with the wooden leg and the right arm that ended 
in a sharp steel hook. The arm with the steel hook 
drew back slowly . . . "My brother, my uncle, and 



i the c 



"M. de Sangre is pleased to meet you after all 
these years!" The hook drew back swiftly and lashed 
forward. The blow missed her neck by the smallest 
fraction of an inch ! M. de Sangre's wooden leg 
slipped on the wet stones and he fell to hit knees. 
Marlene screamed. And then she fled. 

In the darkness, she lost her way. A solid wall 
blocked her flight. And not far away she heard the 
rapid and uneven thudding of the man who was fol- 
lowing her, "Marlene Nemour!" M. de Sangre's 
voice boomed like a cannon in the vaulted sewer 
channel. And then suddenly a hand grabbed hold of 
hers and she was being dragged toward daylight and 
the opening of the sewer through which she had 

Foe a time neither the young man who had led 
her to safety nor Marlene spoke. In her studio he 
made each of them a cup of chocolate and waited 



"My name's Carver." he said. "Norman Carver. 
Writer. I was down there looking for background 
material for an historical novel about this part of 
town. Rather lucky my interests range all Ihc way 
down to sewers." 

"1 don't expect anyone to believe me, of course 
but the man who was after me is actually a dead 
nun come to life after ijo years!" Marlene tried not 
to sound hysterical. 

"Paris is an old city. Many strange things have 
happened here." The young writer had a kind voice, 

Marlene toid him the story'then, a grim story of 
another time in French history; "He is de Sangre, 
I'm sure! Somehow the man who gave this street its 
name has returned to life and Vengeance. You set 
it was an ancestor of mine. Destin Nemour, who 
was the cause of de Sangre being beheaded. Destin 
was hated by the people almost as much as the king 
himself and de Sartre had saved him as a kind of 
landmark in his executions. But Destin cheated the 
crowd and escaped right under their very noses. The 
public was "furious. Almost with one voice they de- 
manded the head of de Sangre in the place of Des- 
tin's! And so 'Wvas that the executioner himself 
became a victim. "But before the guillotine fell, de 
Sangre swore that the blade thai removed his head 
would never completely end his life— (Hat only fire 
and burning could kill the master of the guillotine* 
Some day the blood of a French nobleman would re- 
store his head to his shoulders and life to his body 
and he would return to exterminate every single 
Nemour from the face of Paris." Breathlessly Mar- 
lene finished her story: "And he has returned be- 
cause last night my own brother fell into the street 
from the roof. His blood flowed into the sewer open- 
ing where the head and body of de Sangre were 
dumped so long ago!" 

"It is hard to believe, perhaps," said the writer, 
"but not impossible." 

Indeed it was hard to believe, but only one day 
later every paper in Paris headlined this one indis- 
putable fact: TWO NEMOURS MURDERf'D BY 
MYSTERY KILLER. To Marlene, locked in her own 
studio where she trembled with fear at every sound, 
there was no mystery at all about the killer—except 
when he would strike next. Both her brother and 
her uncle had died in the same fashion, their throats 
slashed as if by a sharp hook. The police scoffed at 
the idea of de Sangre returning from the dead, but ■ 
Marlene remembered the dull gleam of the metal 
hook as it had slashed toward her own throat. 

Three days paWd in torment for Marlene and 
three sleepless nights filled with shadows. She 
always kept her gun in her hand, but after three 
nights without sleep she could no longer hold even 
the gun.. The young writer, who alone believed in 
the menace of de Sangre, came to see her often, but 
she always sent him away saying that she could'pro- 
tect herself as long as she could hold the gun. But 



at last, she felt that she had to sleep. And when she 
would close her eyes, de Sangre w&ld come fo finish 
his vengeance against the Nemours. 

"I shall not stay here to be killed in my sleep." 
she decided at "last. "It is better that 1 go now in 
search of de Sangre and try to kill bim !" She gripped 
her old-fashioned pistol tightly and left her studio. 

The iron ladder that led into the dampness and 
gloom of the sewer -was cold. Marlene shivered. 
Carefully, she inched her way along the stone wall 
in the direction where she had first tome upon de 
Sangre. She wondered if the executioner was wait- 
ing, if he was behind her or ahead of her with his 
horrible hooked hand ready to strike. She seemed 'to 
have felt her way for miles when all at once de 
Sangres voice spoke. 

"Good evening, mademoiselle! "1 have been ex- 
pecting you for some time!" De Sangre stood not 10 
feet from be*, holding high his gasoline lantern 
which turned blackness into blinding light. 

Marlene pointed her gun and shot. She shot three 
times but with each report de Sangre's smile only 
broadened. Bullets?' "he inquired blandly. "You 
torget I am the executioner de Sangre." 

Once again Marlene pointed her gun and fired 
But when she saw her last shot puncture the center 
of de Sangre's vest without effect, she knew that de 
Sangre spoke the truth. The gun fell from her nerve- 
less fingers and all the strength left her legs. And 
then suddenly an arm was holding her up and a 
hand was picking up her gun. The gun went off once 
more close to her side and in an instant the light of 
the gasohne lantern became immense. It spilled 
brilhantly onto the walls and into the water of the 
sewer, it spilled onto de Sangre and Cor one second 
Marlene saw his lace framed in intense light. It was 
the face of a man in mortal pain, a man who was 
burning to death. The legend was true: fire was de- 
stroying forever the bloodv executioner of the Rue 
de Sangre! Darkness closed in on Marlene. She 
fainted. 

"When I saw the door of your studio open, and 
you and the gun gone, 1 knew you had started for 
de Sangre," Carver told Marlene in the hospital later 
in the day. 

"What happened to him?" Marlene took the 
writer's hand and pressed jt in a frightened way to 
her cheek. 

"There are only signs of fire and ah explosion 
Not a trace of de Sangre. The police will only be- 
lieve that nothing has happened that isn't" a writer's 
wild fantasy." Carver laughed. And then he became 
serious. \And En the future that's all it will be. Still, 
even the strangest experience ought to have a reason- 
able ending. Mr. and Mrs. Norman Carver, who will 
live happily and quietly with pen and paint brush 
for ever afterward!" 

"That is a most believable ending," Marlene said. 
"Believable enough for practically anyone!" 
THE END 




mm 




61 SOME MIRACLE, I WASN'T 
SMASHED TO DEATH ON THE BOCKS; 
IF I CAN REACH THOSE HOCKS 
BEYOND THE FALL OF THE WATE 
MAfBE X'LL LIVE THROUGH 
ORDEAL ' 




AS VAN JACOBI WATCHED THE NATIVE 
PUNISHMENT KITE IN UNBELIEVABLE 
TERROR AND FASCINATION, HE SAW- 
AS eviz( , TME CULPRIT. CLAWEO AT THE 
STICKS . STEAMING FLUID UPON HIS 
FEATURES, A STRANGE THING 
HAPPENEO,.. 



Ml FACE IS CHANGING' I CANNOT 
KEEP FROM CLAWING ATTHE BURNING 
STICKY LIQUID ---(ET L KNOW "TH. " 
I AM CHANGING MY OWN FEATURES 
INTO GHASTLY SHAPES "" 



how frightful' that 
native concoction must 
have done something 
to the bone structure . 
of his face, made it / 
Pliable, like putty, 1 
so that it twisted , 
ano bulged into 
whatever shape h 
own clawing fingers! 

FORArtEO IT' 




SHE IS VOUNS ANO PRETTY,^ WHAT IS THAT 
AND NO 0OU8T VAIN.' AWBEJ5HIW THING THAT 
THIS POCKET MAKE-LIP_V CASTS A RE - 
"IT I ALWAYS CARRY T FLECTION LIKE 
ILL INTRIGUE HER.' A STILL, CLEAR 
WATER 1 





VOU CAN'T MAKE A LIAR AND A FOOL OUT OF 
ME IN FRONT OF LOTTIE ' IQV STUPIOLV HAND- 
SOME idiot, I'll r-? 

FIX 10U I i—-jm EAST, JACOBI 



THEY ARE ALL SLEEPING like the dead.' it 

WILL ONLY TAKE AAE A FEW MOMENTS TO 
7 — A COUPLE OF THESE 
URNS AND BE GONE 




ANO SO FATS DECREED THAT -JACOBI SUFFERTHE 
SAMB HORRIBLE TREATMENT THAT HE HAD 
ADMINISTERED TO TREVOR.' 

LET /VIE GO/ YOU ARE 
TWISTING MY ARMS 
ANO LEGS. MY 
WHOLE BODY 
INTO "■"" 




fOK SEVERAL CWYS, JACO0' H'O /« 7H£ 
JONGLE THEN, HUNGftl, SICK fV/Tw 
FEVER, HE RfcTURNED TO THE M/MP 

WHeRE TW£ HORRIFIED REACTION OF 
THE OTHERS OROVE HIM INTO A 
BERSERK , MURDEROUS RAGE ■ 



HE-- HE'S OFAO.' BUI DEATH > 
HAS BEEN KIND TO HIM-- 
CHANGED HIM ONCE AGAIN 
FROM A CREATURE C 
HORROR TO A - 
HUMAN E 




An Amazing HEW HEALTH SUPPORTER BELT 




An Amazing Invention —"Magic Art Reproducer" 



DRAW The First Day 

You Can Draw Your Family, Friends, Anything From REAL LIFE— 
Like An Artist. ..Even if You CAN'T DRAW A Straight Line! 



NO LESSONS! 
NO TALENT! 



Anyone can Draw With Tljis 
Amazing New Invention — 
Instantly I 




Also Copy Any Picture — Con Reduce or Enlarge Any Picture! 
Yes, anyone from 5 to 80 can draw or sketch or paint any- 
thing now . . . (he very first time you use the "Magic Art 
Reproducer" like a professional artist — no matter how 
"hopeless" you lliink yo'u are! ft automatically reproduces 
anything you want to draw on any sheet or paper. Then 
easily and quickly follow tin- lilies of the "picture image" 
with your pencil . . . and you have an accurate original 
drawing that anyone would think an artist had done. Also 
makes drawing larger or .-mailer as you wish. Anyone can 
use it on any desk, table, board, etc. — indoors or outdoors! 
No other lessons or practice or talent needed! 
Havn fun! Be popular! Everyone will ask yon Io draw them. 
You'll be in demand! After a sluir! time, you may find you 
can draw well without the "Magic Art Reproducer" be- 
cause you have developed a "knack" and feeling artists 
have — which may lead to a good paying art career. 



FREE! 






SEND NO MONEY! 

Free 10-Day Trial! 



NORTON PRODUCTS, Dept. 7106 
596 Broadway, New York 7, N. Y. 




ALSO EXCELLENT FOR EVERY OTHER 
TYPE OF DRAWING! 








FREE 10-DAY TRIAL COUPON! 



NORTON PRODUCTS, Dept. 7106 
296 Broadway, New York 7, N. Y. 
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